
The Statue That Grew In A Night

“

Peter Pan ” in Kensington Gardens

nITTLE
boys and girls, and even

some grown-up people, who went

for a walk in Kensington (Jar-

dens one day last month had a

great surprise. They actually met Peter

Pan.

And then, perhaps, they were a little

sorry, for they found that it was only a

bronze Peter after all, andi even the

fairies and rabbits and tiny mice that

listened to his piping were only bronze,

too. • But that is merely a passing dis-

appointment. By and by they will learn

to love this merry little bronze hoy. who

will certainly find it as difficult to grow

up as though he had really flown out of
a window once upon a time, and after

that Peter Pan will be happy.
There was no unveiling ceremony of Sir

George Frampton’s charming statue,

which is the gift of J. Al. Barrie, the

creator of Peter Pan. It “just growed”
in tlu* most natural way possible. Early
in the morning the workmen finished
turfing the low mound, and when they
went away they took a big cloth with
them—and there stood Peter blowing
eternally upon his pipe of reeds, “prac-
tising the sough of the wind and the

ripple of the water.”

He stands quite near the head of the

Serpentine, upon the western bank, pre-

cisely at the point, in fact, where he first

landed after his perilous voyage in the

thrush’s ne-t. Behind him the haw-

thorns have begun to glisten with delicate
snow white spray, and all around the

grass is starred with daisies. Away by
the bridge the chestnut tree that always
comes out first because it is the first to

hear Peter placing for the coming of

summer is covered with great white

spikes.

He lias a little railed-off space and a

gate—which is known as Peter Pan’s
gate—all to himself, and you can go
inside, and walk round and round the

statue, and a keeper, who is quite gentle
in spite of his medals and uniform and
fierce moustache, will tell1 you all about
Peter Pan if you are so luckless as never

to have heard of him.
All day long the children came to the

statue, and during the day a melancholy-
looking man—the only man who has a

silver key to Kensington Gardens—

walked by once or twice, easting furtive

glances at Peter Pan. and looking terribly
shy about it.

Only the Peter Pan gatekeeper knew

him, and saluted him, because the gate-
keeper lias known Mr. J. M. Barrie for

years, and thinks he is the nicest gentle-
man that ever wrote a fairy tale.

Sir George Frampton came along also

to see how his statue looked now that it

had been planted among the trees, and

it was lucky that neither of them were

there when an old lady walked up to the

gate and said to the keeper: —

"What is that statue?”
“Peter Pan, lady,” said the gatekeeper.
“Oh!” she said. "1 thought it was a

fountain. And who is Peter Pan?”

THE STATUE THAT GREW IN A NIGHT-MR. J. M. BARRIE’S MAY DAY SURPRISE FOR CHILDREN IN

Topical, photo. KENSINGTON GARDENS.

A TRAGEDY.

This curious incident happened in one of

the offices at the Auckland railway station
recently. The mouse evidently fell from a

ham hung directly over the gas jet, and
went head foremost clean into the chimney
while the gas was still burning. The heat
was sufficient to cause instant death. The

chimney was unbroken.
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THE DOMESTIC SERVANT QUESTION SOLVED

Your patronage
solicited. .W1 '

Phone, 3271. F . \

For / jtA
Mercery, Cloth- ' Bl
ing.Hats,and all , . > • J
ranges of gentle- «■■■
men’s wear in

great

Try

E.A. Williams,
L

Queen^te.r 8 Karangahape Rd., Symonds St

NOTE.—Ladies’ and Gents’ Garments
Cleaned and Pressed by Experts. Letters
and phon e messages receive prompt atten-

tion.

Automatic Cooking at Last

THE RAPID FIRELESS COOKER
Steams, Stews, Boils, Roasts, Fries.

Saves 80 per cent, of your Gas or Coal; 100 per cent, of your temper.

The only Perfect Method of Cooking Food.

Sole Agents for the Colonies

J. BURNS & Co., Ltd.
Customs St., AUCKLAND.
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